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VICTORIA  TOAST  MASTER, 

CONTAINING  UPWARDS  OF 


TWO  THOUSAND  TOASTS  &  SENTIMEOTS. 


LOYAL. 

A  Venus  bom  from  Ocean’s  bed — 
Britannia. 

Annihilation  to  the  trade  of  cor¬ 
ruption. 

A  speedy  export  to  all  the  enemies 
of  Britain  without  a  drawback. 

All  our  nobles,  and  all  noble  hearts 


A  long  cord  and  a  strong  cord  to 
those  who  make  discord. 

Addition  to  our  trade,  multiplica^ 
tion  to  our  manufactories,  subtraction 
to  taxes,  and  reduction  to  places  and 
pensions. 

All  the  societies  associated  for  pro¬ 
moting  the  happiness  of  the  human 
race. 


va>H  iTtf 


1  '  ’  .-/■I,**, 


PATRIOTIC  SONG  BOO 

OONTAmiNa  A  COLLECTION  OF  NEW  AND 
PATEIOTIO  SONGS. 


ENGLAND  AND  FRANCE 

OB,  THE 

UNION  OF  THE  BANNERS. 


Another  wreath  Britannia  weareth. 
Victory  clasps  Napoleon’s  brow ; 
Each  fair  land  the  glory  shareth— 
May  they  erer  be  as  now — 

For  too  long  have  we  been  parted— 
Mankind  hath  the  loser  been , 
Shout,  ye  brave,  ye  noble-hearted— 
Vive  rEmpereur  1  God  save  the 
Queen ! 

For  ages  we’ve  stood  fiercely  panting, 
With  our  gory  fiags  unfurl’d, 
While  the  Russian  hath  been  planting 
Barbarism  o'er  the  world. 


Cr^el,  crafty,  and  despotic, 
lie  would  desolate  each  scene ; 

Shout,  ye  brave,  ye  patriotic— 

Vive  I’Empereur  1  God  save  the 
Qu^en. 

But  the  future  shines  before  us. 

We  shall  soon  forget  the  past ; 

Then,  withheaven  smiling  o’er  us. 
Will  our  faith,  our  friendship  last— 

For  too  long  have  we  been  parted — 
Mankind  hath  the  loser  been ; 

Shout,  ye  brave,  ye  noble-hearted — 
Vive  PEmpereur!  God  save  the 
Queen  1 


NEW  AND  EAVOUEITE  SONGS. 


The  Red,  White,  and  Blue. 

Music  at  the  Bouquet  Qfftee. 

Oh,  Britannia, the  pride  Of  the  oc<»n, 
The  home  ot  the  brave  and  the  free. 
The  shrine  of  each  patriot’s  devotion. 
The  world  offers  homage  to  thee  j 
At  thy  mandate  heroes  assembW* 

WhenLiberty’sform  stan^ 

Thy  banners  mike  tyrants  trembiei, 
When  borne  by  the  red,  white,  and 
blue. 

When  war  spread  its  wide  desolation, 
And  threaten’d  the  land  to  deform. 

The  ark  of  Freedom’s  foundation, 

Britannia,  rode  safe  through  tee 
storm ;  .  ^  • 

With  her  garland  of  victory  round 
her 

So  bravely  she  bore  up  her  crm.  i 
And  her  flag  floated  proudly  bmn 

The  boast  of  the  red,  white,  and 
blue. 

The  wine  cup,  the  wmccdfi 

wither,  ^ 

Nof  l^e  star 

hnd  Idue. 


Ood  Defend  the  Right. 


Hurrah!  we  grip  the  now  1 

And  there’e  no>eert  fo  lowly 
But  burns  to  strike  A  l»t41e-blot^, 

Aud  win  a  cause  so  nol3Ll 
The  brave  look  fearless  ini.tShe  eyes 
Of  Death,  nbr  ci^  him  quarter ; 

And  grahd  promotion  waits  them, 
boys. 

Who  fall,  by  land  or  water. 

To-day  the  ancient  valour  starts, 

And  the  spirit  of  old  story 
Shall  flash  from  our  heroic  hearts. 

And  kindle  England’s  glory. 

Wild  voices  wail  across  the  sea, 

They  cry  from  many  a  woe-land,— 
Revenge  I  remember  Sinope  ! 
Bevengel  remember  Poland  I 

Kow.  soldier  tip  to  conquest  stride, 

.  tist  not  one  ipirit  falter, 

ii  your  plighted  bride, 
hr«ir  your  sdlemn  altar, 
dr#  the  graves  on  Alma,  see 
l^ate^tly  seed  lies  sleeping ! 

God  i  but  thy  sun  should  Stani  while 
we 

I  That  harvest-field  are  reaping ! 

Now,  sailors,  ^ht  your  ships  to  day 
As  Greniule  fought  the  Spaniard  1 
I#  battle’s  bloodiest  game  they  play, 
Havekii  thexngrip^aud  poi^^  ^ 

D^^^^t^afire  upon  the  foe, 
Ahdfied  defend  the  right,  men !  ^ 

{Gerald 


,nt  now ! 


Dg  the  Sad  Sea  Wam^ 

By  the  sad  sea  waves,  I  listen  while 
they  moan 

A  lament  o’er  graves  of  hope  ana 
pleasure  gone, 

I  am  young,  I  was  fair, 

I  had  once  not  a  care. 

From  the  rising  of  tbe  morn  till  the 
setting  of  the  sun, 

Yet  I  pine  like  a  slave. 

By  the  sad  sea  wave : 

Come  again,  bright  days  of  hope  and 
pleasure  gone  1 

From  my  care  last  night,  by  holy 
sleep  beguiled, 

In  the  fair  dream  light,  my  home  up¬ 
on  me  smiled ; 

Oh,  liow  sweet  ’mid  thndeir, 

Evehr  flower  that  1  Kne^, 

Breathed  a  wetcbtne  back,  to  the 
and  weary  child ! 

1  iwake,  in  my  ^ave, 

By  tbe  sad  sea  wave ; 

Come,  again  bright  dream,  so  peace¬ 
fully  that  smiled  ! 


af  Argsle. 

I  have  heard  the  iflajia  aihging 
His  love  song  in  the  morn* 

I  have  seen  the  dew-drops  clinging 
To  tbe  rose  just  newly  born; 

But  a  Sweeter  song  has  cheer’d  me. 
At  the  evening’s  gentle  close, 

And  I’ve  seen  an  eye  still  brighter 
Than  the  dew-drop  on  the  rose. 
’Twas  thy  voice,  my  gentle  Mary, 
And  thy  artless  Winning  smile, 
That  made  this  world  an  Eden, 
Bonny  Mary  of  Argyie. 

Tho’tby  voice  may  lose  its  sweetnessi 
And  thine  eye  iU  brightness  too, 
Tbo’  thy  step  may  lack  its  awifth^s> 
And  thy  hair  its  sunny  hue ; 

Still  to  roe  thcu  wilt  be  dearer. 

Than  aVl  the  world  shall  own, 

I  have  loved  thee  for  thy  beauty. 

But  not  for  that  alone. 

I  have  watch’d  thy  heart,  dear  Mary, 
And  its  goodness  was  the  wile 
That  has  made  thee  mine  for  ever. 
Bonny  Mary  of  Argyie. 


Oh,  hoys  carry  me  'long. 

Oh !  carry  me  ’long,  , 

Her’s  »o  more  trouble  #9r  me  \ 

I’s  guine  to  roam  in  a  happy  home 
Where  all  the  oiite:ee  em  free. 

I’ve  worked  long  in  de  holds, 

I’ve  handled  many  a  hoet 
I’ll  turn  my  head  before  I  die. 

And  see  de  sugar  cane  yrow. 

Oh !  boys  carjy  me  ’long, 

cS?SKf.1'W'r™.' 

Idaaiaidontyoncry. 

All  ober  the  land 
Pve  wandered  many  a  day, 

To  blow  de  horn  and  mind  de  corn. 
And  keep  de  possum  away. 

No  use  for  me  now, 

SO  darkeys  bury  me  low. 

My  horn  is  dry  and  1  must  lie 


Wha  de  poasum  nebber  can  go. 

Oh !  carry  me,  &c. 

Farewell  tp  de  . 

Wid  hearts  so  happy  and  light, 

Dey  wng  a  Wg  de  whple  day  long, 
An^  dance  de  jubba  at  mght* 
Farewell  to  de  tlelds 
Ob  cotton,  ’baeco,  and  hilt 
I’yruiue  to  hoe  in  a  hleafhd  TOW 

ma  de  com  grows  meUonr  and  tall. 

Oh  l  carry  me,  &c. 

Farewell  to  de  hills, 

De  meadows  covered  wid  green, , 
Old  brihdlo  Boss,  and  de  old  grey 
boss 

All  beatSQ,  broken,  and  lean. 
Farewell  to  dO  dog, 

oS&SSO'S5»'®i.n. 


Why  «r{^  my  Master  sell  ma. 

2ti,  I  itave  lottiiqr 
way  down  Carolina, 

Qhj  .teii  me  where  to  find  her 
'  Alas !  she’s  gone  away : 

Ob,  1  have  lost  my  I)fiiah,^c« 

Oh  1  why  didmy  master  sell  me. 
Why  did  my  master  sell  me. 

Why  did  my  master  sdl  me 
Upon  my  wedding  day. 

Happy  I  was  with  Dinah 
Dmae  in  Carohae, 

Mgewn 

My  mastey  bp  does  ecourge  me. 

And  Oft  to  work  doe|  ur^ 

And  Dinah’s  frOedOnI  fbrfjMhO 
Uiiieit  ^  weddhif  di^.; 

Now  by  my  master’s  dogs  I’mworrle 
And  by  the  Ihih  pm  k^ied  , 

1  would  we  had  never  been  idanied, 
HyDihah^sftfrawejr. 

And  now  1  beipe  fpund JSg  Bipab 
Away  doien  CareMiMi, 


OaUoy  Slave. 

Muric-^t  tbe  Bqaqnet  Ol^ce.  ^ 

Oh  l  tWnlt  on  my  fete,  once  I  free* 
dom  enjoy'd. 

Was  as  happy  ea  happy  could  be  : 

But  pleirofe  i»  lied,’  even  hope  u 
destroy'd, 

A  eaptlre,  flMI  on  the  sen. 

I  was  taken  by  the  1  -tiir»  Kbe  fiat 

To  teArm|Vrom  hW  I  5 

When  thfiulht  hlrfitts  to  mind  my 
onehhi^stm 

1  sieh  as-X  ttt,  at  the  our. 

Hard,  hai4  fe  t»f  Ql^  £>11- 

My  ii!l  s^le^Sy  <*wt ; 


Ver  Dlnnh  sBU  I*m  idni|i§i 
Upon  her  grave  reclii^f  f 


Aw  1 1  feel  l*m  dyiil 
Thia  la  «nr  vredmojl 


NfeW  AND  FAVOURITE  SONGS. 


Lilly  Dale. 

’Tiras  a  calm  still  nighty  and  the 
moon’s  pale  light 
Shone  soft  o’er  the  hill  and  vale« 
When  friends  mute  with  griefi  stood 
around  the  death  bed, 

Of  my  poor  lost  Lilly  Dale. 

Oh  1  Lilly,8weet  lilly> 

Dear  Lilly  Dale  I 

Now  the  wild  rose  blossoms  o’er  her 
little  green  grave, 

’Neath  the  trees  in  the  flow’ry  vale. 

Her  cheeks  that  once  glowed,  with 
the  rose  tint  of  health, 

By  the  hand  of  disease  had  turn’d^ 
pale,  -4 

And  the  death  damp  was  on  the  pure 
white  brow. 

Of  my  poor  lost  Lilly  Dale. 

Oh!  Lilly, &c. 

go,”  she  said,  **  to  the  land  of  rest. 
And  ere  my  strength  shall  fail, 

I  must  tell  you  where,  near  my  own 
loved  home. 

You  must  lay  poor  Lilly  Dale.” 

Oh!  Lilly, &c. 

^Neath  the  chesnut  tree,  where  the 
•  wild  dowers  grow. 

And  the  stream  ripples  forth  thro’ 
the  vale. 

Where  the  birds  shall  warble  their 
songs  in  spring, 

There  lay  poor  Lilly  Dale. 

Oh  I  Lilly,  &c. 


Martr'd  Slave. 

They  have  sold  him  from  bit  cabin, 
Trom  his  wife  and  children  dear. 
While  rolling  down  his  manly  cheek 
The  sorrow  speaking  tear. 

In  chains  he  left  his  happy  home, 

A  dreadful  fate  to  brave. 

Yet  hope  from  Heaven  buoyed  him 
And  cheered  him,  tho’  a  Slave. 

Again  they  sold  the  sturdy  form. 

But  could  net  sell  the  mind. 

His  master’s  daughter  pitied  him, 
And  was  to  Tom  most  kind. 

Alas  the  gentle  Eva  died. 

She  found  an  early  grave, 

Once  more  they  sold  poorUncle  Tom 
To  labour  as  a  Slave. 

The  heat  by  day,  the  chill  by  night. 
Fell  on  his  sinking  frame; 


r  frame; 


They  tortured  and  they  threatened  to 
Consign  him  to  the  name. 

They  could  pot  turn  that  soul  from 

Whicho^y  ONE  could  save. 

He  sank  beneath  the  dreadful  Itsh, 
And  died  h  Martyr’d  Slave, 


Old  Folks  at  home. 

Way  down  upon  de  Swanie  riber. 
Far,  far  away, 

Dere’s  whamy  heart  is  tumingebber. 

Dere’s  wha  de  old  folks  stay. 

All  up  and  down  de  whole  creation. 
Sadly  1  roam. 

Still  longing  for  de  old  plantation. 
And  for  de  old  folks  at  home. 

All  de  world  am  sad  and  dreary, 
Ebry  where  I  roam. 

Oh  I  darkeys  how  my  heart  grows 
weary. 

Far  from  de  old  folks  at  home. 

All  round  de  little  farm  1  wapder’d 
When  I  was  young. 

Den  many  a  happy  day  I  squander’d 
Many  de  song  1  sung. 

When  I  was  playing  widmy  brudder. 
Happy  was  i. 

Oh!  takeihetomykindoldmudder, 
Dere  let  me  live  and  die. 

One  little  hut  among  de  bushes. 

One  dat  1  love. 

Still  sadly  to  my  mem’ry  rushes. 

No  matter  where  I  rove. 

When  will  1  see  de  bees  a  humming 
All  round  de  comb  ? 

When  will  1  hear  de  baiHo  tumming, 
Down  in  my  good  old  home. 


When  time  iMth  bereft  thee. 

When  time  hath  bereft  thee, 

Of  charms  now  divine. 

And  youth  shall  have  left  thee. 

Nor  beauty  be  thine. 

When  the  roses  shall  vanish 
That  circle  me  now. 

And  the  thorn  thou  wouldst  banish 
Shall  press  on  thy  brow; 

In  the  boor  of  thy  sadness 
Thou’lt  think  upon  me. 

But  the  thought  shall  be  luadness. 
Deceiver,  to  thee. 

When  he  who  could  titrufhee 
From  virtue  and  fame. 

Shall  leave  thee,  and  spurn  thee. 

To  sorrow  and  shame, 

When  by  him  thus  requited. 

Thy  brjdn  shall  be  stung. 

Thy  hopes  shall  be  blighted| 

Thy  bosom  be  wrong ; 

In  the  depth  of  thy  sadness 
Thou’lt  think  upon  me, 

But  the  thought  shall  be  madness, 
Deceiver,  to  thee. 


is  what  the  loyier  did* 
iuea  he  kitsed  her  cold  corpus* 

A  thousand  times  o’er, 

He  call’d  her  hie  dear  Dinahs 
Although  she  was  no^more 
He  swallowed  the  pison^ 
lake  a  lover  so  brave— 

And  Vilikins  and  his  Dinah, 

Lies  a  buried  in  one  grave  I 

Both  on  em,SingingjoyAilly— toe-ral* 

loo  &C*  MORAL* 

Now  all  you  young  vimmens, 

Take  a  vaming  and  nor 
Never  by  no  means 
Disobey  your  guv’nor. 

And  all  you  young  fellers, 

J^d  who  you  claps  your  eyes  on. 
Think  of  Vilmins  and  his  Dinah, 
And  the  cup  of  cold  pison. 

Else  you’ll  be  singing  too-raLloo, 


Miuic  at  the  Bouquet  Office. 

Oh!  ’tis  of  a  nch  merchant. 

In  London  did  dwell, 

He  had  but  one  daughter. 

An  uncommon  nice  young  gal  I 
Her  name  it  was  Dinah- 
Scarce  sixteen  years  old. 

She  had  a  large  fortune 
Insilive^andgold. 

Singing— Too-rid-loo,  See* 

As  Dinah  vas  a  talking. 

In  the  garden  vun  day. 

Spoken— the  front  garden* 

Her  papa  came  to  her. 

And  thus  to  her  did  say 
Gk)  and  dress  yourself,  Dinah, 

In  gor-ge-ous  array. 

Spoken— take  your  hair  out  of  paper, 
And  I’ll  get  you  a  husband. 

Both  vally-ant  and  gay  I 

Singing— Too>ral-loo,  8cc. 

Spoken— this  is  what  the  infant 
progeny  said  to  the  author  of  her 
being* 

01 ,  papa !  oh,  papa 
I’ve  not  made  up  my  mind. 

To  marry  just  yet, 

1  do  not  feel  inclined. 

And  all  my  large  fortune 
I’ll  gladly  give  o’er. 

If  you’ll  let  me  stay  single 
A  year  or  two  more. 

Singing— Too-ral-loo, 

This  is  what  the  indignant  parient 
replied— I  repeat  the  father*  " 

Go  boldest  daughter. 

The  parient  replied. 

If  you  don’t  consent  to  be 
This  here  young  man’s  bride, 

I’ll  give  your  large  fortune 
To  the  nearest  o’kin. 

And  you  shan’t  have  the  benefit, 

Qf  one  single  pin. 

Singing— Too-ral-loo,  &c* 

Chorus  ofindignantparients— very 
bass.— Too-ral-loo* 

Spoken— Now  comes  the  epiflabber^ 
gastrimum  of  the  lover. 

As  Vilikins  vas  a  valking. 

The  garden  around, 

Spoken— The  aforesaid  front  garden* 
He  spied  his  dear  Dinah, 

Lying  d^d  upon  the  ground, 

A  cup  of  cold  pison 
It  lied  by  her  side. 

And  a  billy  dux,  stanng 
’Twas  by  pison  she  med ! 

Taken  inwardly.  Singing— xop-raU 


Soldter^s  Farewell. 

Oh,  farewell,  dearest  mother, 

I  mast  wander  afar, 

’Mid  the  land  of  the  stranger, 

’Mid  battle  and  war* 

Thy  smile  so  endemring. 

All  others  excel. 

And  eyes  brightly  beaming. 
Farewell, oh  farewell! 

Farewell,  for  more  lovely 
Those  scenes  do  appear— 

Those  sounds  that  so  sweetly 
Strike  deep  on  die  ear. 

Yet  near  thee,  dear  mother. 

And  sweet  friends  I  would  dwell 
And  eyes  brightly  beaming, 
Farewell,  oh  farewell  1 


new  and 


Sappy  day^  of 

[Musical  Tedder  and  db.'i4 

My  heart  is  gladly  beating,^  . 

As  I  tread  those  scenee  once  more. 
Where  tny  boyhood  gwly  revell  d 
In  the  happy  days  of  yore.  ^  - 

And  I  areet  the  zephyrs  meloay 
%at  hwnd  ihe  Weetly  pWys, 

For  its  tone  is  still  M  J®yo“® 

As  it  was  in  childhood’s  days.  . 
AS  11  was  j4yi,eart  is  gladly,  «tCk 

The  fraijrant  breath  of  seiner 
Would  fan  the  DoyUh  brow. 

That  once  so  fair,  by  cruel  care 

Is  sadly  alt«redbpw;  ,  , 

For  tne  glossy  rateh  tresses 

Into  a  snowy  crjst.  _ 

My  h^art  is  gladly,  &c. 


The  ereen  and  waving  meadow. 

The  bed  of  frag^nt  tbymc. 

The  flowers  fair  all  seem  to  wear> 

The  dress  of  olden  rtme  \ 

The  wavelets  onthcriWi  ^ 

Still  seek  the 

And  vanish  like  the  gOWeh  nopes, 

That  never  can 

Ckieftailis  DavyUer. 
Mutie  cH  the  BHUfM  Offlei. 
Upon  the  barren  sand 

..a 

StOck*bpflnd  0^  QOPa^  .a  ripii, ,  ^ 

The  chieftain’s  datigntet  knelt  in 

And^brSth’d  a  pn«f«r  for  him! 

Above  hU  bead  tt jlr  ^ . 

«  Unbind  him,*’ 

« It  is  your  cbi^f 
Hekiwed 

And  set  the  fiabtlte  nw.  ^ 

»Ti8  ever  thus,  when, 

Hope's  star  to  man  grows 
An  angel  kneels  in  womim’S  fhmfc 
Andnreathes  a  prayer  for  him  1 


Look  Always  on  the  sunny  side. 

ConpSted  bp  Mr.  Bii  £.  Himi, 

Look  always  on  the  sunpy  side— 

’Tis  wise  aiiil  better,  fat ; 

And  safer  thro’  tO  glide 

Beneath  hdM’ll  h^tbidg  SUr. 

The  springs  Of  i-0»  lies 

Close  by  the  f  en  mf^rs. 

Yet  why  should  mdi^ry  ndicies  die 
Drown’d  in  a  nObd  Or  ti^i^  t 
Look  always  on  thfb  Ithmir  fdde — 

’Tis  wisfe  and  oettW  Ikr; 

And  safer  thro’  lifb^s  flares  to  glide 
Beneath  hope’ll  beaming  star. 

Look  always  oil  the  dttftfiy  Wde— 

The  guiltless  botomcflgi  .  '  ^ 

Nor  tremble  ’neatn  lifers  rough^t 

tide 

It  is  not  worthy  ihiih.e 
Why  should  ., the  he^  ^th  vain 
regret  .  i 

Break  joy’s  enchehtiu^  spell  ? 

Tho’  age  be  come,  lot e  liUgers  yet, 
Inev’rkllbw^ry  dell. 

Look  aiwi^yi  on  the  sdiiny  llde-^ 
’Tis  tdse  and  better  far ; 

And  safer  thro’  life’s  cares  to  glide 
Beneath  hope’s  beiUUiiia  slur* 


Look  always  on  the  sunny  sidi^ 
Barth’s  not  foHom  Or  dteaf ) 

Hope,  ever  be  thru*  liffe  OUrgUidei 
My  friends,  nor  shadows  fear. 

The  clouds  around  the  setting  Sun 
Add  glory  to  the  skles^ 

Thus  8hado#»  round  us  darkly  flung 
Make  brighter  days  arise.  ^ 

Look  alWa^  ^h  thb  suimy  side— 

’Tis  wise  and  better  far ; 

And  safer  thro’  Ufa’s  cares  to  glldOj 
Beneath  hope’s  beaming  Star. 

Come,  jBr0ther%  Arotcsei 

^  Come,  brothers,  arouSei  let  the  oWl 
go  to  rest ;  . 

Oh,  the  summer  son’s  in  the  sky ; 

And  the  river  runs  merrily  by.  > 
our  mothen  the  world,  a  good 
mother  is  she, 

Says  to  toil  is  to  welcome  her 
fare;  .  .  .  . 

Some  bounty  she  hangs  nl  bU  eUsty 
I  tree. 


Oh,  comet  OTbthSrs,  kt. 

And  this  is  a  life  fi^  a  msn^  i  tmuig 
And  this  is  me  Uftr  Cor  ine» 

The  prince  muy  boasti  if  he  can. 

Our  mother,  the  world,  etc 
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WhM  idUI  they  eay  Engtaiid' 

J,  Bi  Mmmlt. 

Music  ol  BauidsonUi 

\v  hat  trill  they  «y  to  Eagl»"|>i 
When  thei*  the  story’*  H**,,  j-i,* 

Of  deed*  of  nitohtj  Ott 
Done  by  to*  WW**  «nd  bold? 

Of 'RuMia,  prbttd  W  boontldej 
Humbled  ere  *et  bf  etto 
They’ll  say  ’t#a*  Itoetod  Eogltodj 
They’d  *ay  ’twM  nobly  done  I 

What  will  they  tay  Hi  ^ 

When  hush’d  in  aw*  and  drew, 

Fond  hearts  through  all  our  happy 

Think  of  .the  mighty  dead- 
And  muse  in  speecnles*  angUisB 

On  father,  brotherjtoh?  _ 

They’ll  sdy,  in  dear  Old  Englfthd, 

God’s  holy  will  be  done  I 

What  will  they  say  to  Engird, 

The  matron  and  theinmd,  , 
Whose  widowed  witheredheartt  haVe 
found  ,  ,  ..  I 

The  price  that  each 
The  gladness  that  their  homes  have 
lost, 

For  all  the  glory  won?--  . 
They’ll  say,  to  ChrlstiairEwland, 
God’s  holy  will  be  done  I 

.  Are  in  their  heart;,  and  on  th^r 

When  they  laugb^ 

They  watch  dh  oartU^^thoy  jwad  with 

Then  forward  td  thte  fight  I  ^  ^  ^ 
Who  droops  otfbafs,  wnon  BAgiaiid 
cheers,  ^  '  .  .  , 

1  And  God  defends  the  nght? 


I  ccLunot  lc(Ji/V6  old  Efi^iMid* 

Music  at  th^  Bouijfttt  0]ficte 

I  cannot  leave  Old  England, 

And  yet  I  hear  them  s^y#  . 

My  lot  will  BtiU  be  chequer’d 
With  sorrow  if  1  stay  i 
It  is  not  wealth  I  cdvel, 

I  only  ask  to  shaiw 

The  blessings,  few  hr  iwany, 

That  Heav’n  may  drign  to  spare ; 

I  grieve  to  part  ftiw  many, 

I  never  more 

Bat  England,  dear  old  Bhgland, 

It  still  my  home  shall  be. 

But  England,  &c* 


I  cannot  leave  old  England, 

Yet  thickly  fall  my  tears 
'V^hen  barting  from  thO  dei^  Ohes 
'^iivefoHtUttuhmswy^rtl 
Oh !  may  tbSir  lot  bu  ttHghter 

I  There  let  and  &e. 

I  Engtohd,  dcir  old  En^ldhdi  «c« 

Up  with  the  of 

&tyHand. 

[ark,  whers  the  Lion  to  rdariMi  . 
list!  list!  ’ti»  the  growl  of  the 
Bear*  . 

.hove  the  proud  •• 

The  crescent  waves  high  in  the^  I 
'he  steedWlth  imp*tlen«i*  ueigtong 
The  flag  Of  rttie  war  is  unfurled. 

[he  trutopet  it*  Wild  note  is  br^mg, 
Ahd  threaten*  the  peace  of  the  i 
wwlfl. 

Then  up  with  the  standard  of 
England!  .  . 

Out  WsSchWord  mone  be  Aa- 

vancar*  .  a  as 

Up,  up  with  the  standard  of 
England  I  . 

Ahd  raise  the  bnte  banner  of 
France. 

’Tie  feartollhat  lift  should  be  Wast^, 
>Tis  dreadful  tiiat  blnod  should  be 
abed,  ^  ui. 

That  thfehotrort  of  war  should  be 
tasted, 

That  ravens  and  Wolvefi  should  be 
fad* 

All  that  ’honour  pormiu  has  been 

Every  aitlduft  of  peace  hai  been 

Mkliation  teott  toet  with  tM  scorn, 
SItt  WW,  «w4rW  the  knift”  must 
deOida^ 

Then  fit  With  the  standard,  &c.^ 

Then  onward  by  sea  and  by  land. 

Since  there’s  no  other  CbursO  to 

tet  OlS^ingSifid  and  trance  hand  in 

Show  the  worldwbat  Coinblhed  they 
ctmdo; 

Let  our  scabbardlesa  swotos  meet  the 

toown^down  with  the  tyraht  the  cry, 
»Tis  for  honour  and  jusuce  we  ngnt— 
So  forwsurd,  to  conquer  or  die  I 
Then  nip  with  the  standard,  «c. 
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On  AJmcCs  Heights. 

On  Alma’s  heights  the  Russian 
stood,  and  proudly  lifted 
His  banner,  and  his 'ea^le  dark  out¬ 
spread  before  the  sky; 

His  mighty  host,  as  iron  strong, 
extending  wide  and  far. 
Exulting  cried—**  We  light,  we  die, 
for  thee,  our  God,  the  Czar!” 
My  Colin  kiss^  his  darling  boy,  and 
fled,  the  ranks  to  gain— 

A  nobler  or  a  braver  man  ne’er  trod 
the  battle-plain! 

1  inly  pray*d  that  God  that  day  the 
right  would  save  and  free; 

I  only  knew  where  Colin  fought,  and 
that  was  right  to  me ! 

St.  Amaud,  then,  with  Raglan  led ; 

the  fearful  strife  began. 

And  fireand  sword  their  deadly  course 
pursued  from  man  to  man. 
They  say  the  day  was  nobly  won,  the 
foeman  humbled  fell  :— 

But  oh !  the  dreadful  deeds  I  saw  my 
heart  would  fail  to  tell ! 

I  clasp’d  my  child  and  onwardpress’d 
1  strove  the  field  to  gain  :— 
Where’er  I  trod,  there  stretch’d 
aroundthe  dyingand  the  slain. 
1  fondly  dream’d  m^own  was  spared, 
to  swell  the  victors’  cries: 

But  Colin  welter’d  in  his  blood,  the 
death-dew  on  his  eyes. 

I  knew  his  life  was  ebbing  fast,  and 
knelt  me  by  his  side ; 

And  bitter  then  1  felt  the  lot  that 
waits  a  soldier’s  bride ! 

I  rais’d  his  head,  when,  oh !  he  gaye 
one  last  sad  look  and  moan ; 

He  turn’d  and  sigh’d,  **  God  give 
thee  strength  to  reach  thy  High- 
landhome!” 

On  Alma’s  banks  they  laid  him  low 
with  many  a  comrade  brave; 
My  child  and  me  they  found,  and 
broughtacrossthe  stormy  wave. 
And  now  1  wander,  wander  on,  so 
helpless,  sad,  and  Ipne, 

4nd  oft  Isigh,  *‘Oh !  give  me  strength 
to  reach  my  Highland  home !” 

T.  Walker,  Esq. 


Be  not  the  Jvrer  to  cast  the  stone. 

Often  do  we  gaze  below  us, 

On  a  frail  and  fklling  form. 

Proud,  as  if  Sin  did  not  know  us, 
And  our  life- bloom  hidmo  worm. 
Often  do  we  breathe  with  scorning. 
Hard  words  in  the  sinner’s  ear, 
Butmethinks  the  holy  vraming 
Brings  a  gentler  echo  near. 


Pause,  bold  mortal,  ere  thou  darest 
To  ascend  the  Judgment  throne. 

He  whose  deeds  were  purest,  faires^t. 
Was  not  first  to  cast  the  stone. 

There  is  much  of  human  trial. 

In  some  human  pathways  set; 

Some  lips  drain  the  bitter  phial. 
Which  we  have  not  tasted  yet. 

Crime  and  Folly  marred  the  glory 
That  lit  up  the  Eden  grove } 

But  man’s  long  and  erring  story 
Still  seeks  Mercy,  Hope  aad  Love. 

Pause  then,  ye  who  sternly  trample 
Those  whom  Sin  has  overthrown ; 

Heed  thy  master’s  great  example. 

Be  not  first  to  cast  the  stone. 


Annie  Laurie. 

Maxwelton  braes  are  bonnfe 
Where  early  fk’s  the  dew. 

And  it’s  there  that  Annie  Laurie 
Gi’ed  me  her  promise  true. 
Gi’ed  me  her  promise  true— 
Which  ne’er  forgot  will  be. 

And  for  bonny  Annie  Laurie 
I’d  lay  me  down  and  dee. 

Her  brow  is  like  the  snaw-drlft, 
Her  neck  is  like  the  swan. 

Her  face  it  is  the  fairest. 

That  e’er  the  sun  shone  on. 

That  e’er  the  sun  shone  on— 

And  dark  blue  is  her  e’e. 

And  for  bonnie  Annie  Laurie 
I’d  lay  me  down  and  dee. 

Like  dew  on  the  gowan  lying. 

Is  the  fa’  O’  her  fairy  feet. 

And  like  winds,  in  simmer  sighing. 
Her  voice  is  low  and  sweet, 

Her  voice  is  low  and  sweet— 

And  she’s  a’  the  world  tp  mb; 
And  for  bonnie  Annie  Laurie 
I’d  lay  me  down  and  dee. 


Answer  to  Annie  Laurie. 

If  all  you’ve  now  been  saying. 

Doth  from  the  heart  proceed; 
Then  upon  those  words  relying. 
Your  Annie’s  blest  indeed. 

Your  Annie’s  blest  indeed, 

And  future  year’s  will  prove 
That  in  wedding  Annie  Laurie, 
You’ll  not  repent  your  love. 

Though  small  our  destined  portion. 
If  by  my  side  you  be, 

I’ll  ask  no  greater  blessing, 

I  have  my  all  in  thee. 

I  have  my  all  in  thee ; 

And  shouldst  thou  trouble  know. 
Thou  wilt  have  thy  Annie  Laurie, 
To  share  it  with  thee  too. 
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May  ^ose  we  love^  love  us. 

Though  sorrows  clouds  are  darkling^ 
To  make  man’s  prospect  drear ; 

Yet  hope  hath  planets  sparklingt 
The  lonely  way  to  cheer. 

To  wander  on  the  gay  side. 

Unwise  is  he  who  scorns ; 

‘With  roses  by  the  wayside, 

Wbo*d  search  to  find  the  thorns  ? 

Then  fill  a  bumper  flowing, 

A  wish  I  render  thus— 

With  friendly  fervour  glowing, 

**  May  those  we  lovet  love  us.** 

Let  man  deem  each  man  brother. 
And  narrow  feeling  spurn ; 

Put  faith  in  one  and  another— 

And  Sden  would  return ! 

Then  fill  a  cup  to  beauty. 

My  toast  I  proffer  thus, 

In  fervour  faith  and  duty— 

**  May  those  we  love,  love  us’*l 
Then  fill,  &c. 


When  the  pUgrim  returns, 

From  a  far  distant  shrine. 

To  the  home  that  he  loves. 

As  I  dearly  love  mine ; 

Though  wayworn,  expiring. 

He  sinks  to  the  earth, 

With  rapture  he*ll  cry, 

**  *TiB  the  land  of  my  birth  1** 

To  my  own  humble  shed. 

Like  the  pilgrim,  1  turn. 

And  if  death  be  my  lot,  . 

All  its  terrors  1  spurn ; 

And,  with  ecstacy  cry 
Kre  I  sink  to  the  earth, 

**  I  at  least,  find  a  grave 
In  the  land  of  my  birth  1”^ 

Meeiagain. 

,  [Music— ^at  Cramer  andCo*s.J 

JoyAil  words— we  meet  again ! 
Love’s  own  language  comfort  darting 
Thro*  the  souls  of  friends  at  parting— 
Life  in  death— **we  meet  again  1” 
Meet  again  i”  **  meet  again  I” 
JoyM  words— we  meet  again  I 
‘While  we  walk  the  vale  of  tears, 
Compass’d  iiound  with  care  and 
sorrow. 

Gloom  to-day,  and  storm  to¬ 
morrow. 

**Meet  again”  the  bosom  cheers ! 

Far  in  exile,  when  we  roam, 

0*er  our  lost  endearments  weeping, 
Lonely,  silent  vigils  keeping, 

**Meet  again^  transporteus  home 
When  this  weary  world  is  past, 
H^>py  theg, whose  spirits  soaring, 
Vast  etenuty  exploring. 


**  Meet  again”  in  heaven  at  last  1 
"  Meet  again  1”  "  meet  again  I” 

”  Meet  again  ”  in  heaven  at  lastl 

WiU  thou  say  farewell^  love  t 

Wilt  thou  say  fiueweU,  love, 

>  And  from  Rosa  part  ? 

Rosa’s  tears  will  teU,  love. 

The  anguish  of  her  heart. 

1*U  stm  bethine,  if  thou’lt  be  min^ 
I’ll  love  thee  though  we  sever; 

Ohl  say,  can  1  e’er  cease  to  sigh. 

Or  cease  to  love  ?  No,  never  I 
Wilt  thou  think  of  me,  love, 

When  thou  art  far  away? 

Oh  I  I’ll  think  of  thee,  love. 

And  never,  never,  stray, 

I’ll  still  be  thine,  if  thou’lt  be  mine. 
I’ll  love  thee  though  we  sever ; 

Oh !  say  can  I  e’er  cease  to  sigh. 

Or  cease  to  love?  No,  never! 

Let  not  others’  wiles,  love. 

Thy  ardent  heart  betray. 
Remember  Rosa’s  smiles,  love. 

When  Rosa’s  far  away. 

I’ll  still  be  thine,  if  thou’lt  be  mine, 
I’ll  love  thee  though  we  sever; 

Oh  1  say,  can  I  e’er  cease  to  sigh^ 

Or  cease  to  love?  No,  never ! 

The  BsconcilicUion. 

[Music— at  Olivier’s.] 

The  old  man  he  knelt  at  the  altar. 

His  enemy’s  hand  to  take. 

And  at  first  his  weak  voice  did  fidter. 
And  his  feeble  limbi  did  shake ; 

For  his  only  brave  boy,  his  glory, 
Had  been  stretdi’d  at  the  Oldman’s 
feet, 

A  corpse,  all  so  haggard  and  gory. 

By  the  hand  which  he  now  must 
greet. 

And  soon  the  old  man  stopt  speaking. 
And  rage  which  had  not  gone  by , 
From  under  his  brow  came  breaking 
Up  into  bis  memory’s  eye ; 

And  now  his  limbs  were  not  shaking. 
But  his  clench’d  hands  his  bosom 
cross’d. 

And  he  look’da  fierce  wish  to  be  tak¬ 
ing 

Revenge  for  the  boy  he  lost  I 

But  the  old  man  he  look’d  around 
him. 

And  thought  of  the  place  he  was  in. 
And  thought  of  the  promise  which 
bound  him. 

And  thought  that  revenge  was  sin ; 
And  then,  crying  tears,  like  a  woman, 
**  Tour  band  I”  he  saidr-*’  aye,  that 
hand! 

And  I  do  forgive  you,  foe^n. 

For  the  sake  of  our  bleeding  iand!’* 
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Cottage  and  old  water  mill- 

Hare  you  aeen  tbe  mit  cottage  just 
built  by  the  squire, 

And  it  not  oU  ihy  fond  heart 
can  desire, 

With  it^  preUy  white  «ite  w¥^h  half 
open  doth 

And  the  clu9t^rin|  rbi^  aeem  conrt- 
iqg  |L|md| 

In  it*i  garden  ad  mm  that  you  can- 
Ip^b^aWy, 

To  gather  to  frcahneaa  apd  hear  them 
Away, 

Yes,  often  1  stroll  to  thn  church  on 
thehin. 

Where  1  view  the  old  cottage  and  old 
water  mill. 

Yes,  there  it  [was  once  stood  the  old 
warn*  mill. 

And  through  the  green  meadows 
there  rippled  a  rill. 

And  welcome  there  waa  in  the  good 
minor’s  time. 

When  the  mill  and  ita  master  Were 
bothkiUieirprlrao, 

And  as  wo  jcdn’d  in  the  gay  rustic 
throng. 

Have  we  chorus’d  tho  laugh  as  we 
chorused  the  song. 

But  nq^  1^1^  StroU  tO  thO  church  on 

1  view  but  the  cottage  and  old  water 
?»iUi 

And^mo^an^W  hW  some  sgd 

But  ti^t^^w^lmow,  liks  the  mill 

fth  round, 

S  smile  kindly  with  hparU 

Yet  fancy  still  echoes  the  merry  click 
clack. 

When  neither  the  mitt  nor  ita  labour 
vras  slack 

As  I  ramble  \n  thighs  tq  the 

ohufehon  the  hfU, 

Where  I  vie#  the  old  cottage  and  old 
watermill. 


A  sail!  what  say  you,  boysywell— lat 
him  give  us  chase  I 
A  British  man-of-War,  you  say^well, 
let  him  try  the  race. 

There’s  not  a  swifla*  vessel  ever  float¬ 
ed  on  the  waves. 

Than  our  tidy  little  schaofler,  weU 
ballasted  with||lay^^^’ 

Now  stronger  yet,  and  atronger  still 
came  down  the  fiery  bieese. 
And  even  fast  and  faster  spread  the 
Strange  ship  oh  the  seM  \ 
Flinging  each  rude  and  bnrstmg  surge 
iu  glittering  haloes  baqk, 

And  beanng  high  to  heaven  idpft  the 
English  Union  Jack. 

“Now  curse  th,t^tiiA,as4nv” 
slaving  cptsip  ..ill. 

“  There's  little  )no|t  for  ftmon  wb«n 
Eriglishbntitiig’tsBr^, 

But,  pack  OP  8,4.  aii4.trHn  tno  ship, 
before  we’U  capturMbe, 

We’ll  have  the  niggem  up,  my  hoys, 
au4  heave  them  in  see*- * 

Hoarse  was  the  slayiqg  captain’s  voice 
anddeeptheofthhcswnrc, 
“Haul  down  the  fli^,  thht  sept’s 
enough,  we  don’t  want  any 
more*” 

Alongside  dash’d  the  cruiser’s.boat. 

to  board  aqd  seise  the  prises 
HarkI  to  the  rattling  Bmish  cheer 
that’s  rinmng  to  the  skies. 
“Up,  up,  with  me  negroes,  speedily 
up,  up,  and  give  them  breath, 
Clear  out  the  hold  ftom  stem  to 


Dear  Maddline. 


I  dream  of  pf  thee,  sweet  Madeline, 
go  hc^utilul  apd  bright, 
Myrnemory  weaves  each  look  of  thine 
Withev^ry  thought  of  light. 

Thou  art  the  music  of  my  heart 
That  whispers  thro*  each  day, 
That  speaks  thy  owe  in  ev?ry  bryese 


Slave  Chase. 

Sung  hg  Henry  Ruiedl^ 

^’Sel  ev^  ititchV.oauraa  to  wqothe 

fresh’ning  wfecU 

Our  bowsprit  points  to  Cah%  the 
coast  He  mr  behind; 

Fill’d  to  the  hatches  full,  my  boys, 
across  the  sea  we  go. 

There’s  twice  flve  hundred  niggers  in 
the  bold  below, 
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after  Rain.  \ 

t  left  my  loye  in  finfcliltid, 
in  poverty  and  pain, 

The  tears  hung  heavy  in  my  ey  w. 

But  her*a  dttfle  down  like  rmliT 
1  eave  her  half  of  all  I  hady 
R^prdss*d  tho  Hiingeigh, 
tdt  thinking  of  the  dUyi  to  eomo 
1  kept  mtc5itti«e  high. 
«Oh,fir^c«1’^  Teaid,  “ifeehsons 
piku 

^Tou*^!!  see^e  back  agath;*^ 

1  left  my  love  in  England, 

And  saird  the  itormy  Wa ; 

To  earn  my  bfeadby  daily  toil, 

A  honest  man  and  free. 

I  wrought  and  strove  from  mom  to 

And  teT’d  my  little  rtore, 

And  ev’ry  enmmer  rave  me  weutb. 
And  made  the  little  more.  ^  , 

Oh  I  ht  length  I  bought  the  field  I 
plough’d,  ^  . 

The  sunshine  followed  ram ; 

The  morning  dawn’d  on  that  dark 
night, 

And  1  went  back  again. 

1  sought  my  love  in  England, 

And  brought  her  o’er  the  sea; 

A  happy  man,  a  happy  wife. 

To  wess  my  home  and  me. 

My  farm  is  large,my  wants  are  small. 

I  bid  my  care  depart ; 

And  Bit  beneath  my  own  oak  tree 
With  proud,  yet  grateful  heart. 

Oh !  the  chMdrcn  smiling  round  the 
board. 

Ne’er  ask  for  bread  in  vam;  , 

The  day  has  dawn’d  upon  the  mght. 
The  sun  has  follow’d  rain. 

Oh  !  sing  no  more  that  Song. 

Oh,  sing  no  more  that  song  to  me, 

1  cannot  hear  it  noW, 

There  was  a  time  when  I  could  sit 
And  be  as  blythe  as  thou ; 

And  Crave  the  very  song  which  1 
To-night  refuse  to  bear, 

I  heard  it  sung  in  happier  days, 

A  Btranger.to  despair. 

Among  this  Mendly ^roup  I  know 

Are  some  who’ll  nse  and  sing  , 

Those  songs  which  shall  the  spirit 
cheer,  '  , 

While  *‘Time  is  on  the  wing;” 

But  oh  I  the  bidlad  you  propose, 
Would  only  make  me  weep, 

And  bitter  recollections  rouse. 

Which  at  this  moment  sleep. 


The  Anchor's  Weighed^ 

[If  ttiie--at  Jefierys  and  Go’s  J 

Thjt  tear  fell  gently  from  her  eye. 

When  last  we  parted  bn  the  shore. 

My  bosom  heav’d  wi^  many  a  sign, 

To  think  I  ne’er  might  see  bef  more. 

Dear  youUi,  shecHed^  andcaast  thou 
’  haste  away  7 

Ify  heart  will  break,  alittle 
stay ; 

Alas  I  1  cannot,  cannot  part  from 
thee— • 

The  anchor’s  weigh’d—farewell  I  re¬ 
member  me. 

Weep  not,  my  love,  I  trembling  said, 


I  ne’er  can  meet  another  maid 
Whose  charms  can  fix  this  heart  like 
thine. 

Go  then,  she  cried,  and  let  thy  ran] 
stant  mind  [hind. 

Oft  think  of  her  you  leave  in  tears  be- 
Dear  maid,  this  last  eiiibrice  my 
pledge  shall  be : 

The  anchor’s  weigh’d— farewell,  re¬ 
member  me  I 


Live  and  let  Live. 

[Music  at  TCdder  and  Go’s.] 

Live  and  let  live-’tis  the  great  law  Of 
nature, 

Man  to  his  fellow  should  ever  be 
kind  i 

He,  who’s  high  bounty  protects  every 
creature,  / 

Taught  us  to  practise  this  precept 
divine. 

Wide  is  the  world,  and  tho’  various  m 
station,  ,  .  ^ 

Bach  to  his  neighbour  good  wishes 

All  mra^efong  to  humanity’s  nation. 
Nature’s  great  law  is*  to  live  ahd 
'  let  live. 

Live  and  let  live— ’tis  the  aim  of  our 
being,  _ 

The  rich  and  the  poor  on  each  other 

AU  men  we  eqW 

FiBfh  in  W.  tnm  stanoa  m  need  of 

Bete Itten.brotW, 
Oh!  itft  •WMttoforwtandf^ve; 

LoThan  thatialovdr*  behind  toeach 

NatttM4'’beit  law  U*  to  lite  and  let 

live. 


NEW  AND  FAVOURITE  SONGS. 


Thvr^saPothhyUi&Rimr. 

There’s  a  path  by  the  river  o’ev 
shadowed  by  trees. 

Where  people  mav'  walk  and  may 
talk,  if  they  please. 

And  save  by  a  bird,  not  a  sound  cf  n 
be  heard. 

So  do  not  come  there,  if  youplease. 
So  do  not  come  there,  if  youplease, 
I  feel  that  I’m  lonely,  my  mind’s  ill 
at  ease, 

I’m  sure  it  would  mend  me  to  feel  the 
soft  breeze 

As  it  plays  on  the  shore,  at  the  hour 
of  four. 

So  mind  yon  don’t  come,  if  yon 
please, 

So  mind  you  don’t  come,  if  you 
please. 

There’s  a  path  by  the  river,  &c. 

Tet  if  others  should  like  to  enjoy  the 
fresh  breeze. 

Some  who  feel  like  myself  that  the 
mind’s  ill  at  ease. 

If  yourself  you  should  go,  1  can’t 
help  it.  you  know. 

You’ve  a  right  to  walk  ther^  if  you 
please. 

If  you  please,  you’ve  a  right  to 
walk  there,  if  you  please. 
There’s  a  hive  near  the  wiOk,  and  I’m 
^  lightened  of  bees, 

The  gipsies  mightrob,  and  the  urchins 
might  teaze. 

And  really  I  feel  quite  alone  to  appear. 
So  I  think  you  may  come,  if  you 
^  please,  ^  . 

Ye8,thi8once,  you  may  come,  if  you 
please. 

There’s  a  path  by  the  river, 

Beaviiful  Moon* 

Beautiful  Moon !  Beautiful  Moon  I 
Fair  as  the  dew  on  the  lilies  of  June, 
Bride  of  the  seasons,  immortally 
bright  1 

Joy  of  the  elements  I  Gloryof  night ! 
Where  is  the  being  that  loves  not  thy 
face? 

Herald  of  harmony !  spirit  of  Grace  I 
Loneliness  woos  thee,  and  calls  thee 
her  own. 

Lovers  adore  thee,  and  worship  thy 
throne;- 

Songs  float  round  thee  like  an  elo-  I 
quent  dream,  i 

Playful  and  sweet  as  a  wild  forest- 
stream; 

Or  pensive  and  sad  as  the  nightingales 
tune. 

Charm  of  the  universe.  Beautiful 
Moon  I 

Loneliness  wooes  the^  ftc. 


Bm  BoWb  B^y. 

Ah,  yes,  I  remember  that  name  with 
delight, 

Sweet  .AJice,  so  cherished  and  dear, 

I  seek  her  lone  grave  inthepale  hour 
of  night,  . 

And  moisten  the  turf  with  a  tear; 

And  there,  when  the  heart  is  o’er 
burdened  with  woes, 

I wanderand museall alone,  -  ‘ 

And  long  for  the  time  when  my 
head  shall  repose 

Where  sweet  Alice  lies  under  the 
stone. 

And  long,  &e« 

I  roam'  through  the  wood  where  so 
Joyous  we  strayed. 

And  recline  on  the  green  sunny  hill 

All  things  are  as  bright  in  thatbeauti* 
fnl  glade. 

But  my  heart  is  aillonely  and  chill; 

For  the  hand  thait  safondly  was  then 
press’d  in  mine. 

And  the  lips  that  were  melting  with 
love. 

Are  cold  in  the  grave,  and  I’m  left  to 
repine, 

Till  I  meet  with  sweet  Alice  above. 

Are  cold,  &c. 

Ah,  *  well  I  remember  the  school 
i  .  house  and  brook. 

And  the  master  so  kind  and  so  true. 

The  wild  blooming  flowers  in  the  cool 
shady  nook. 

So  fragrant  with  incense  and  dew, 

But  I  wept  not  for  these,  though  so 
dear  to  my  heart. 

Nor  the  ftiends  that  have  left  us 
alone; 

The  bosom  will  heave  and  the  tcar« 
drops  will  start. 

For  sweetAlice  lies  under  the  stone. 

For  sweet,  &c« 


^Tii  I  that  love  herbest> 

The  gentle  stars  are  peeping, 

At  midnight’s  holy  honr. 
Where  saints  are  vigils  keeping, 
Within  roy  lady’s  tow’r ; 
Thongh  planets  shine  above  her. 
And  spirits  guard  her  rest. 
Amid  the  host  that  love  her, 

’Xis  I  that  love  her  best. 

Gay  steeds  are  proudly  neighing; 

And  prancing  all  the  while, 
Where  minstrel  bards  are  playing, 
To  win  one  maiden  smile : 
Watch  on !  ye  pow’rs  above  her, 
I«t  music  charm  her  rest, 
Though  all  the  world  doth  love  her 
*Ti8 1  that  love  her  best. 
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